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My son is outside, 

again propagating a 

nine-year-old's world 

with a faith that arches 

over him like branches. 

I watch with wonder 

as streaks of rain glance 

and slide across the window. 

I see his loneliness age 

just as the leaves that fade into 

the calico patterns of autumn. 

He maneuvers a 

leaf-green rake. For all 

his difficulties, 

muddling with the soggy wind, 

he displays no frustration. 

The leaves mound into 

a moist pile of dull 

and pallid colors 

that extend to his thighs. He 

spurts and bounds, thumping in­
to the pages that 

slowly swallow him. 

When he emerges 

from this, with leaves sustained on 

his face like gum and putty, 

he carries a smile. 

For the first time these 

panes of glass show a heart, 

my heart, aging with isolation. 

I hurry out to join him. 
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